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4 there was a stroke that Cavanagh could not take : I
never played better in my life, and yet I can't win a
game. I don't know how it is !' However, they
played on, Cavanagh winning every game, and the
bystanders drinking the cider and laughing all the
time. In the twelfth game, when Cavanagh was only
four, and the stranger thirteen, a person came in and
said, * What! are you here, Cavanagh ? ' The words
were no sooner pronounced than the astonished player
let the ball drop from his hand, and saying c What!
have I been breaking my heart all this time to beat
Cavanagh ? ' refused to make another effort.; And yet,
I give you my word/ said Cavanagh, telling the story
with some triumph, ' I played all the while with my
clenched fist.' He used frequently to play matches at
Copenhagen House for wages and dinners. The wall
against which they play is the same that supports
the kitchen-chimney, and when the wall resounded
louder than usual, the cooks exclaimed, * Those are
the Irishman's balls,5 and the joints trembled on the
spit! "

The essays of Lamb and Hazlitt are full of the events
and people of their day, yet they do not " date."
Fives may have given place to cricket, and 3Irs,
Battle's whist to contract bridge: but Lamb's
personality, and Hazlitt's, which have made the
essays live, live on still in their writings.